i82             BY THE NORTH SEA.
Seen then only when the songs of olden Harps were young whose echoes yet endure,
Hymned of Homer when his years were golden, Known of only when the world was pure,
Here is Hades, manifest, beholden, Surely, surely here, if aught be sure !
Where the border-line was crossed, that, sundering Death from life, keeps weariness from rest,
None can tell, who fares here forward wondering; None may doubt but here might end his quest.
Here life's lightning joys and woes once thundering Sea-like round him cease like storm suppressed.